Tho when the Gentry mett, it was not at a poor blind sordid
alehouse, to diinke up a barrell of drinke and lie drunke there
two or three dayes together; fall together by the eares. They
mett tho in the fields, well-appointed, with their Hounds or
their Hawkes; kept up good Hospitality; and kept a good
retinue, that would venture that bloud and spirit that filled
their vaines which their Masters tables nourisht; kept their
Tenants in due respect of them. We had no depopulacion in
those dayes.

You see in me the Ruines of Time. The day is almost
at end with me, and truly I am glad of it: I desire not to live
in this corrupt age. I foresawe and foretold the late changes,
and now easily foresee what will follow after. Alas ! O* God's
will! It was not so in Queen Elizabeth's time: then youth
bare Respect to old Age.

Tho the elders and better sort of the Parish sate and beheld
the pastimes of the young men, as wrastling, shooting at Butts,
bowling, and dancing. All this is now lost; and pride, whore-
ing, wantonnesses, and drunkennesses. Their servants like
downes too, drunkards too: breeches of one sort, Doublet of
another, drabled with the teares of the Tankard and greasie.
Dick Pawlet built an alehouse for his Servants, without the
Gate, for convenience sake, because the servants should be
within call.

In those dayes Hunting and Falconery were at the height.
Good cheere was then much in use; but to be wiser then one's
neighbours, scandalous and to be envyed at. And the Nobility
and Gentry were> in that soft peace, damnable prowd and
insolent.
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